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Send out this word 40 the world: 


Jesus is risen! is is risen! 
4\God has made life to be 
: Father. take of: 


Imelda Octavia Shanklin. 
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THE COUNTESS ROLLS THE STONE AWAY 
A True Story of a Real Easter 


Mary BrewerTon DE WI:T 


HE little Countess told to me the story herself. 
Yes, a real live Countess here in America, a 
cousin of the old King Oscar of Sweden. 
What her Swedish name was I cannot tell you, 
never having been able either to pronounce it or 
to spell it. I met the Countess (though no one 

| called her Countess) here in America, where 
she lived at that time, with her four interesting 

and lively little boys. 

She told me that while in Sweden she went often to 
visit the prisons, there to bring good things from the castle 
and what cheer she could to those poor people who had been 
so unfortunate as to be imprisoned behind stone walls. The 
Countess was a very tender-hearted lady, full of love and 
desire to help others. In one of the prisons she came across 
an old woman who begged so hard to be set free, also she 
found herself greatly interested in this woman who was im- 
prisoned for stealing. Now the little Countess, with her kind 
heart ever to lead her, found much good in this old woman, 
and took it into her head that she would like to procure her 
freedom. To make one free, it seems that in Sweden one 
must turn to the King for that permission; even a Countess 
must do this. So the Countess called on her cousin, the old 
King, and begged of him that he would go with her to see 
this old woman in the prison. So the King ordered his 
carriage, and together they went to the prison to see old 
Marie, for that was her name. 

But when the Countess asked the King, her cousin, to 
make this woman free, he shook his head and said, “My 
child, do you know what you ask?’’ Then the Countess 
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asked again. The King looked then at her with serious 


eyes and said, ‘““This woman is a very dangerous character; 
she is a thief and cannot be trusted, but if I pardon her, then 
you yourself are responsible for her.” 

“*At first,” said the little Countess, I was most happy, 
thinking, ‘Now, the poor old soul can have her freedom,’ 
but then as the carriage went upon its way, I became more 
and more frightened, for thought I, ‘I am made responsible 
for her.””” ‘‘What a task,”’ thought she, “have I taken upon 
my hands to be responsible for any living soul?” How 
could she do that? But she thought it over and in a day or 
so went to the prison with the King’s order that the old 
woman, Marie, should have her freedom given her. The 
old woman was told to step into the carriage with the 
Countess and upon the way the Countess said to her, ““Now 
that you are free, you are to come to the castle with me, for 
I am made responsible for you.” The old Marie said 
nothing to this. 

Arrived at the castle, the Countess led the old Marie 
into the beautiful dining room, and opening drawer after 
drawer and all the cupboards, pointed out to her the silver- 
ware, the gold plate, the cut glassware and all the beautiful 
table linen. ‘“‘Now,”’ said the little Countess, “I make you 
responsible for all this; you are to care for these things, see 
that they are kept clean and neat and that no harm comes 
to them.” 

Then she left Marie, and went on to her other work, 
trusting and believing that all would be well. 

Many months passed by and the Christmas time came 
when all made merry in the castle. It was the custom at 
that time, when the large Christmas tree was lighted, that the 
whole castle should gather together—ladies and gentlemen 
of high rank, the children from far and near, the retainers, 
servants and all within the walls—where each one would 
receive a gift from the good old Saint who makes all glad. 

After all the gifts are given out it is the custom to ask 
if anyone has a little speech to make, to give it forth to the 
edification and delight of those gathered there. 

Many had spoken and there was a lull; all looked to 
one far end of the hall for the little old Marie was pushing 
forward where she might be heard. The Countess trembled, 
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for she could not imagine what this little old woman who 


seemed so ignorant could have to say. 

Then the old Marie opened her lips and spoke: “Our 
lovely lady, the Countess, brought me here from the prison 
months ago; she took me into the long dining r6om and 
showed to me all the valuable silver and fine linen. Our 
beautiful Countess trusted me—a common thief—with all 
these, and left me there! When the Countess had left me 
alone with all these beautiful things, I said to myself, ‘Now 
I can gather together all I want of these valuable things, and 
easily make my escape—who will be the wiser? No one 
will know.’ Then I stood still and thought, ‘How sweet 
the Countess looked at me as she said, “‘I trust you, Marie, 
to take care of all these; I make you responsible.” ’ Then I 
knew I did not want to steal, ever again. For had not the 
Countess trusted me! And so you see me here, an honest 
woman through her kindness and trust in me. My gratitude 
to the Countess is so great I can never thank her enough.” 

This is the story, as well I can remember it, as the 
Countess told it to me, but I cannot put upon paper her 
fascinating accent, nor her pretty wording in the telling. 
But as she gave me permission to give it to others, so do I 
give it to you, and may it make you as happy as it has me. 


AM ER ICA 
Vircinia B. Drana (eight years) 
America, our native land! 


Land of Liberty shall ever stand! 
America, so great and strong! 
Will win, I know, against the wrong, 
The Kaiser with his thirst for power 
Can.never make our Nation cower. 
America stands for the Right, 
And for this standard it will fight. 
Our glorious flag stands for the True, 
Its stars and stripes and field of blue. 

The red means bravery. 

The white means justice. 

The blue means truthfulness. 
And we should always be true and 

brave and just. 
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THE EASTER LILY 


Adapted from an unpublished poem, “The Little Brown Bulb,” 
Mary WaLKER 


All cosy and warm 

On nature’s bare breast, 
A little brown bulb 

Is taking its rest. 


Though hidden away 
From the light and cold, 
A secret is there; 


A life to unfold. 


For-close to the heart 

Of the bulb press’d tight, 
A wee, tiny plant 

Is seeking the light. 


Down comes the sunshine, 
The rain and the dew, 

The sleeping life ’wak’ns 
And quickens anew. 


The brown shell is parting, 
With sudden delight, 

Two little green spears 
Shoot up to the light. 


Little brown rootlets 

Reach down in the ground, 
Sustaining in darkness 

The new life, just found. 
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Wonder of wonders! 
Arrayed in pure white 
Vision of beauty 
Bursts into sight! 


For the soul of the bulb, 
In this wonderful hour, 
Has burst into bloom 
In this beautiful flower. 


LITTLE STORIES BY THE WEES 


TEDDY’S EXPERIENCE 


Mape.ine BucuHer (nine years) 


—] NCE there was a little girl named Dolly, and a 
H little boy named Teddy. Dolly had a new 
} doll and Teddy a new boat, which were very 
pretty and nice for a girl and boy to have. 
One day when they were outdoors playing, 
Dolly’s mother called her and she left her doll 
under the tree. Teddy went on playing and 
- the thought came to him that he would give the 
doll a ride, so he put it into his boat to let it sail up and 
down the lake. Suddenly the sails caught the wind, and 
though Teddy had not thought such a thing could happen, 
pulled them so hard that the cord slipped from between his 
fingers, and the little boat sailed away. 

Teddy was very much frightened, and ran and told 
his mother who scolded him severely, and said, ““You are a 
very naughty boy to take Dolly’s doll, and must be punished 
for it. You must stay in the house for two hours.”” This 
punishment seemed very hard for Teddy. When Dolly 
came out to play she found her doll missing, and Teddy 
gone. When she found out what had happened, she was 
very sweet about it, because she knew Teddy meant all 
right, and that she really couldn’t lose anything. The two 
hours seemed very long to Teddy, and it was harder stil] for 
him when some of his friends came for him to play ball, but 
finally they were at an end. Teddy did not go out then, 
for it was too late. 

The next day as Teddy was walking along the path 
from the house to the woods, he found a little sword, just 
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big enough for him. He ran home with it and showed it to 
Dolly and his mother, and they were glad he had found it. 
They told him the soldiers were passing, and he went out to 
see them. The first were soldiers in dark uniforms, but none 
of them looked at Teddy standing there with his drawn 
sword, giving the salute as each company passed. Noble 
gray horses came along, and Teddy was so moved at sight 
of them, he could scarcely command himself to salute. At 
last a young officer passing by, noticed Teddy and smiled, 
and saluted him. Teddy’s heart stood still. Could it be 
that a real soldier had saluted him? 

Then the officer called out, “‘Attention, men! Draw 
swords! Eyes right! Carry swords!’ Every blade glis- 
tened, as it came to the salute. 

“‘Eyes front, slope swords,” rang out the voice once 
more, and the troops passed on, and only the far drumbeat 
came back as Teddy stood there speechless. 

When the father rode up on his way home, he asked 
the boy what he was doing there. Teddy wanted to laugh, 
but instead tears ran down his cheeks. “‘No, I’m not hurt, 
father, nor am I crying; it is only that the ‘Scott’s Grays’ 
saluted me.” Then the stern father gathered up the great 
soldier, and set him across the saddle, and thus rode our 
hero home. 


WEELETS 


Little Jack was playing out on the lawn one day, when 
a bee lit on a near-by flower. He thought it was a big fly 
and caught it, and, of course, got stung, which sent him 
crying to his auntie. She took him upon her lap, and 
soothed him, and tried to tell him how the big yellow flies 
ae a warm end, and always burn people if they catch 

em. 

The next day Little Jack was out playing with his 
kitty. A big woolly worm was in the path sunning himself, 
and kitty spied him, and began pawing and playing with 


him. 

Jack stood back, and looked on dubiously, and said, 
“Better watch out, kitty. "At fing ’ooks to me like it was 
warm at bof ends.” 


—Blanche. 
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ETHEL’S .SURPRISE 


Lena 


“Goodby, everybody,” called little Ethel, as she rode 
out of the dooryard for home. She had been visiting her 
cousins, but she became homesick and wanted to go home. 

“Goodby, Ethel, don’t forget to come again some 
time,” her cousins called after her. 

As she was riding along, she said to her father, who 
had come for her, “I wish I could come here oftener to see 
my cousins. I like them so very much, and what I wish most 
is that we could live in the country, instead of the city.” 

‘Probably we will some day,” her father said. Now 
while Ethel was at her cousins’ her father and mother had 
moved to the country-within a mile of the cousin’s home, but 
had kept it a secret from her. Her father drove so slowly 
to the new home that it took a long time to get there. Ethel 
was just a child, and during the time she went to sleep. So 
it was when they came to the new home, her father carried 
her into her own little new room and laid her on the bed. 
When Ethel woke up she found her little bed and all just 
the same, only the house was different; she went downstairs 
and hunted around until she found her mother, who ex- 
plained it all to her. When her excitement was over, her 
father told her she would go to school on the hill. The next 
day she went, and what was her surprise to find her cousins 
waiting for her on the stile. Then she found out the secret, 
and next day when her father and mother went to town, she 
stayed with her cousins. It was Saturday, and another 
happy thing came to her. She was introduced to Unity 
Magazine and took it as long as I knew her. 


Sometimes, when I’s been bad, 
An’ pa “‘corrects’”’ me, nen, 
An’ Uncle Sidney he comes here, 

I’m allus good again; 


*Cause Uncle Sidney says— 
An’ takes me up an’ smiles— 
“The goodest mens they is, ain’t good 
As baddest little chiles.” 
—James Whitcomb Riley. 
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BUNNY WHITE FINDS EASTER EGGS “HIGH” 
ALBERTA Mastin CarTER 


You'll find this good little bunny only in the Land of Imagination. 
UNNY White sat under the floor of the wood- 


shed one morning and heard Mrs. Brown say, 
**You needn’t set your father’s hat on the door- 
step this Easter, Dorothy, for eggs are too 
high.”” ‘““Why are eggs high, mother?” asked 
Dorothy. “‘Because of the war,” answered 
mother. “What is the war?’ persisted the 
child. “‘It’s a place where people shoot. Now 
run away and play and don’t ask any more questions,” said 
the busy Mrs. Brown. 

At the word “‘high’”” Bunny White scratched his head 
—he, too, was puzzled. 

were high!” what could that mean?” queried 
the rabbit, “cand what could that have to do with Easter?” 

When he heard about people shooting, his ears stood 
straight up. He understood that, for many times he just 
escaped the hunter's gun by the end of his stubby tail. 
Thinking it over, Bunny White decided upon two things: 
he would look “‘high”’ for eggs and be extremely careful 
when he heard or saw or smelled anyone shooting. 

The very next day he called all his fairy helpers to- 
gether and told them the news. 

““Get your paints and brushes ready, fairy artists,” 
he said, “‘for I'll surely have plenty of eggs.” 

Then he traveled over the country for miles and miles, 
but could find no eggs. Several times he thought he saw 
eggs up very high in some strawstacks, but he was-not sure 
for he had to look up so far from the ground. 

Bunny legs, you know, are made to jump with, not to 
climb, so Mr. Bunny White had to go home with his baskets 
empty. That night his sleep was troubled, but he had a 
wonderful dream in which he saw nest after nest full of 
beautiful white eggs “‘high’’ up in haystacks. 

As soon as it was light the next morning, even before 
the sun was up, Bunny White got up, stretched himself, 
brushed his hair, took a-few bites of fresh crisp lettuce from 
Mrs. Brown’s most prized garden bed and started off in the 
direction of Mr. Frisky Squirrel’s home in a large hollow 


i 
i 


WEE WISDOM 9 


oak tree. This youngster had very nimble feet. He could 
scamper up and down trees, over housetops or anywhere. 

“Good morning, Mr. Frisky Squirrel,” said Mr. 
Bunny White. “I came to see if you would do me a favor.” 

“Delighted, Brother White; how can I best serve 
you?” asked the squirrel. Bunny repeated the conversation 
he had heard while sitting under the floor of the woodshed. 
He also told of his experiences the day before and of his 
dream. Mr. Frisky Squirrel shook his beautiful bushy tail 
many times to express his astonishment at the marvelous 
news. 

“Now,” said Mr. Bunny White, swelling with im- 
portance, “this is my plan. You go with me to some high 
strawstacks, scamper up to certain spots I'll show you, gently 
pull away some straw and I think we can make some eggs 
come very ‘low.’ ”” 

This he concluded with a knowing wink of the eye 
which Mr. Frisky understood and thought very clever. 

The visit to the strawstacks was a great success. When 
the baskets were filled with eggs, Bunny White blew his 
magic flute and his fairies came running through the grass 
to carry the treasures home. 

““You have done me a great kindness, Mr. Frisky 
Squirrel,” said Mr. Bunny White, taking out his fat wallet. 
““What do I owe you?” 

“Nothing at all, friend Bunny,”’ replied Mr. Frisky. 
“Many cold, snowy mornings Miss Dorothy has brought 
handfuls of nuts and placed them at the foot of my tree, so 
I am only too glad to do her a service.” 

“Thank you, my furry brother,” said Bunny White 
and hopped home as fast as he could. 

“*Set to work painting these eggs, artist fairies,’ he 
called. ““Tomorrow will be Easter and a certain little girl 
must not be disappointed. She always remembers us when 
food is scarce.”” 

When Dorothy was preparing for bed on Easter eve 
she said coaxingly, ‘Please, mother, let me put father’s 
hat on the doorstep. I’m sure Bunny White will bring me 
some eggs.” 

“It’s no use, daughter, I tell you eggs are too ‘high,’ ” 
replied Mrs. Brown. 
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“Come, mother,” said father, “humor the child. 
There’s no harm in putting out my hat anyway.” 

So mother relented and Dorothy danced around in 
great glee while prepazing the hat. 


On his way to the hows with the oibiiial eggs early 
Easter morning Mr. Bunny White met a little lame duck. 
The poor thing had lost his way and could not find his 
mother. 

Bunny White set down his basket to think. After 
slowly scratching his left ear he said. “‘I’ll tell you what 
you do. You come with me and I'll set you on top of the 
eggs in Miss Dorothy’s hat. She'll take fine care of you 
and you'll live like a king forever after.” 

Although Limpy Duck knew nothing of kings, the 
story sounded good, for he was shivering with cold and was 
very hungry. So he limped along behind Mr. Bunny 
White as fast as his little lame leg would let him. 


* * * * * * 

Just when the glorious sun was peeping over the gar- 
den fence, Dorothy slipped out of bed and opened the 
back door. 

“Oh you dear, funny little thing. Oh! oh! oh!” her 
mother heard her say. 

The. next moment she ran into the bed room carrying 
a hat full of beautiful colored eggs and Mr. Limpy Duck 
perched comfortably on top. 

“Well, of all things!’’ exclaimed Mother Brown, 
“‘where did Bunny White find so many eggs when they are 
so high?” 
“WHERE DID YOU COME FROM, BABY, DEAR?” 


Nurse says the stork has 
brought you, 
But my sweet mamma, 
dear, 
a Says you slipped outside of 
heaven, 
So the angels brought you 


here. 
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GOOD SUGGESTIONS 


Some time ago, a lover of our Wees promised to help out with 
suggestions of things for our little folks to do. Here is her first 
batch. 


PREPARATIONS FOR A T PARTY 


Here’s a little recipe 
To the Booster and the Wee 
For a summer social T; 


Is it good? Make it and see. 


This is the game. Each host or hostess prepares for 
the T himself, or herself. It’s best to start early in the 
morning to give the T time to cool. 

For Berry T (any kind of berries will do). Crush 
one cup of berries, strain the juice into a T pitcher. Over 
the remaining pulp pour four cups of boiling water. Steep for 
half an hour. Now strain this also into the T pitcher. 
Sweeten with sugar or honey. If the berries are very sweet 
steep a four-inch piece of rhubarb with pulp; or add a little 
lemon juice. 

This measure ought to make six cups of T. 


FOR SANDWICHES 


Mix four tablespoonfuls of cottage cheese with one 
saltspoonful of salt and one of sugar. Also one teaspoonful 
of chopped parsley, celery or nasturtium leaves. Spread 
between two pieces of bread or crackers. In the middle of 
each sandwich stick a tiny leaflet. 

Notice—Rhubarb can often be used instead of lemon 
juice. Try and dry some. It will keep all winter. 


FOR THE COUNTRY BOOSTERS 


Save large bundles cf unthreshed wheat straw. It can 
be used in pretty chains for Christmas decorations. 

Keep enough for the town Boosters, who might be glad 
to send you some colored papers in exchange for some straw. 

Do you know how to make these chains? If not 
mention it in your letters to Wee Wisdom. 

Yours for good works, H. H. 

Ye Editor would suggest that you ask your questions 
direct to Helen Heick, R. R. 12, St. Matthews, Ky. 
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BOOSTER CLUB 


ROYAL, SECRETARY 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the 
world. 
Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Motio—Love never faileth.” 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. “I see no evil, hear no evil, and 
speak no evil.” 

Requirement for membership—A simple request addressed to the 
Secretary of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports—All_ reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month 
before the date of issue. 


PRING is here again! Isn’t it wonderful how 
sure we can feel that no matter how cold or 
long the winter, the ice must all melt away and 
the flowers will spring forth from the dark earth. 

There is no such a thing as death in all creation. 
Bi The little plants, cut down by the frost of winter, 

will come again in the spring. Some things may 
disappear, but they are transformed into some- 
thing else by the great forces of nature. 

This is the meaning of Easter. It was on Easter Morn 
that Jesus Christ came forth from the tomb and showed the 
woild that death is not real, but life is eternal. We take 
as our symbol of this the egg (which hatches into a little 
fuzzy chicken) and the lily bulb (which grows into a stately 
white lily). 

We celebrate Easter to prove that all those states 
which seem to be, and which sometimes bring unhappiness 
to us, are not really true at all. Life is the only real thing 
in the whole universe. Joy is the sister of bits, and Truth 
is the bread upon which both live. 

The Boosters are planning a great time ft it Easter. 
We shall have an entertainment, and a Bunny and eggs, 
and all sorts of good things. The Boosters are working 
busily, getting ready for the celebration. 

The Senior Boosters are saving their money to build a 
camp near the city. They will spend their Saturdays and 
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Sundays out there in the words and swim, climb hills and 
have a general good time. Don’t you think this a fine idea ? 
When you write Booster reports, be sure to tell us 
what demonstrations of the Truth you have made. Re- 
member the Booster motto is: “I see no evil; I speak no 
evil; I hear no evil.” -ROYAL. 


West Branch, Mich. 

Dear Mr. Royal—This is the first time we have had a breath of 
warm weather since winter began. I tell you it seems good to have 
the eaves dripping and the snow shining bright for the first time in 
long weeks. A pair of blue jays were here this week, too, the first we 
ever saw in our yard, and some chick-a-dees have come back, too. 
We think they are some of the same that were with us last winter, for 
they seem to know just where to go for the food we had nailed up 
for them. The teachers give us awful long lessons to make up for the 
time we lost when they closed school for lack of fuel. I tell you it 
keeps us humping to get through these lessons. The Grange had a big 
meeting here with public speakers, and our Grange had to entertain 
them with speaking and dialogues. Martha Turner says that her 
brother has been in the trenches six months, and is going to have a 
ten day's furlough. Perhaps he will go to Paris. Mother doesn’t know 
where her only brother is. She is holding him for safety in God's 
love, wherever he is. Mother has been praying for a year for one of 
the young men of West Branch to come home to his mother, and sure 
enough, he surprised his folks by coming home this winter, and now 
he is down with you to be healed, and says he will preach this Truth 
from the housetops when he is healed. Goodby, 

I. H. S. Crus, Earnest Baltzell, Sec. 


Mt. Vernon, Wash. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I like you very much. You have so many 
funny stories. I am going to school and am in the fifth grade. I like 
the school and my teacher, too. I am ten years old. I wish you 
would send my sister and me Booster pins. .1 would like for you to 
help me in my studies at school. My sister Lenore and | would like 
to join the Booster Club. She is six years old. Here are the stamps 

for the pins. Yours truly, Dorothy Shaw. 


We're helping Dorothy in her studies every day. Be- 
fore beginning your lessons each day, Dorothy, say: “The 
Mind of Christ cleanses my thoughts, and makes me keen 
and alert. I am master over all my studies.” 


i 
{ 


14 WEE WISDOM 


Payette, Idaho. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like you very much and enjoy reading 
your stories. I am eleven years old, and in the fifth grade at school. 
I go to Sunday school every Sunday, and am working for a gold 
pin. I have two brothers and two sisters, and also a little white 
kitten. I like to read your stories and letters very much. I would 
like to join your Booster Club. I think it is fine, so I would like to 
become a member. I inclose fifteen cents for a pin. 


Alma S. Mith. 
Pulaski, N. Y. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I am sending money for your traveling 
expenses and for a Booster pin. I hope to organize a club soon. 
I like you very much; you have visited me for a year. We have a 
dog named Gyp. We have an envelope into which we drop our 
blessed pennies. We put in all we can for New Thought reading. 
My sister sends me lots of Nautilus and other books which she has. 
I am ten years old and in the sixth grade at school. I like school 
very much. My teacher's name is Miss Reynolds. My school is 
a mile away. With heaps of love for all, Esther Atwood. 
Sacramento, Cal. 
Dear Boosters—I have started a Booster Club. It seems to 
be working very good. Help me to have more members. I have 
two now: Mildred Brunschweler and Bernice Mires. I must go to 
another club this afternoon. I have started a library of my Wee 
Wisdoms. Ruth Carter, did you get my letter? Please, Margaret 
Hinken, mail me your address. The motto, “God is my help in every 
need,” has been a lot of help to me. I wish all of you would try 
it, and write and tell me how it worked. I would like to have a 
larger Booster Club—by that I mean everybody write to me and | 
will write to you. With love, Mary Jeannette Edwards. 
Dear Mr. Royal—I am seven years old, and in the second 
grade at school. My aunt sent me Wee Wisdom and I enjoy the let- 
ters most of all. We have had a nice time this winter. Mamma prays 
for the kaiser; that God will change his heart and stop the war. 
Your little friend, Phyllis Bland. 
Pratt, Kansas. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I am eleven years old, and I have a sister 
who is eight. We have been taking Wee Wisdom for over a year. 
We like it very much. We went on a visit to Unity Building, and 
we thought it fine. It was Easter evening, and Mrs. Fillmore said 
she wished we could have been there in the morning to have seen 
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the beautiful Easter exercises by the children. I am inclosing thirty 
cents for two Booster pins for me and my sister Mildred. We would 
_ like to join your club. With love to all, Maurine Cordray. 
Hamilton, Ohio. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I help do the dishes every night, and try 
not to quarrel with my little brother. We have three War Saving 
Stamps each. We have two ponies. Mine is “Bonny’’ and my 
brother’s is “Baby Sunshine.” I do not know which I like best, 
Maying parties or sleighing parties. I am nine and my brother is six. 
Yours truly, Emma May Avers. 
Denio, Oregon. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I am on a homestead about one hundred 
and twenty miles from the railroad. The children in here have no 
church or Sunday school. “There are about fifteen in our school dis- 
trict alone. I think they would enjoy a Booster Club, so I am sending 
for ten Booster pins. If you can help me in forming this club, and 
trying to spread the Truth among the children here, | shall be very 
glad. Yours most sincerely, Zola Somerville. 
Water Valley, Miss. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I see Brother Royal wants our clubs to 
send in their reports and their resolves for a good year. Four others 
of our club and I resolve to do our best in the Lord's service. Some 
of our members were absent yesterday, but we had a good meeting. 
We've organized a Sunday school now, and expect to meet again 
Sunday. We have elected mother (Mrs. Ada Green) as our teacher. 
We surely enjoy our club and Wee Wisdom, too. We expect more 
new members soon, and we're sure we are going to have a good 
year. We want the prayers of Unity for help in what we deem a 
good work; the very best we children have ever enlisted in. If it 
were possible for our dear Edith to have the questions and answers 
to the Sunday school lessons, ‘twould be easier for the wee tots, and 
we'd appreciate it so much. I will close, thanking you all for your 
loving kindness and prayers. One of your little girls, secretary of 
Merry Band Club, Lou Stella Green. 
Water Valley, Miss. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I am a little girl of twelve summers. | 
am president of the Merry Band Club. You have been visiting my 
home for a short time. I enjoy reading you very much. Mrs. Ada 
Green is our Sunday school teacher, and we think we will like her 
fine. With love and best wishes to all the Boosters, I am yours, 
Irene Mixon, Pres. 
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Decatur, Illinois. 
Dear Wees—This is the second time | have written. I am in 

the sixth grade. February first is passing day. I go to Riverside 
school. The weather here is pretty bad. I got my Wee Wisdom 
two weeks ago and have read it through. I would like to join the 
Booster Club. I am sending a little poem. I hope to see it in Wee 
Wisdom. I love the little magazine, and wish it would come every 
week, because it is wonderful. I like to read it so much. Here is 
the poem: 

Work while you work and play while you play, 

This is the way to be cheerful and gay. 

All that you do, do with your might; 

Things done by halves are never done right. 


One thing at a time, and that done well, 
Is a very good rule, as many can tell. 
M less, trifled away. 
Work while you work, and play while you play. 
—Sylvia Bainter. 
Hoboken, N. J. 
Dear Wees—I got my Wee Wisdom all right, and read it. I 
thank you very much for publishing my letter and perhaps I will send 
another story soon. We are now taking our mid-year test and | 
think (of course, 1 know) I will pass in all of my studies. On my 
way to school I have to cross a very busy street, and 1 know that God 
is with me every minute of the day, and nothing can happen to 
God's perfect child. I would like very much to join a club, but as yet 
have known of no one in this town who would be interested. But still 
I am pleased, for I have my pin and | often wear it, not so often now, 
because the catch is loose. I shall have it fixed soon, and wear it 
again. Please help me with my geography and arithmetic and | will 
let you know how I am getting along later. I shall close now, as | am 
ready to study for my history test. A loving Wee, Edna Podesta. 


We're gladly helping you in your school work, Edna. 
Every day ask the Lord to make your mind clear, keen and 
alert, and know that your studies are all easy for you. 

Trout Creek, Utah. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I and my six little and big sisters enjoy 
you very much. We like reading your little verses and stories. We 
have had a nice winter, and some of the apricot trees are in bloom. 
The peach trees are in bud. We are going to work for the Red 
Cross. Sincerely yours, Edna Schellenberger. 


ts are 


if 
if 
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W estfield, N. J. 
Dear Mr. Royal—I am ten years old and in the fourth grade. 
Our school has the stately name of “Washington.” I have a sister, 
Jean, five years old, and a brother, Randolph, two. I am inclosing 
fifteen cents for a Booster Club-pin. I hope you do not mind that | 
am sending it in stamps. | have a hen and rooster. | have only 
had the January. Wee Wisdom, but like it very well and am looking 
forward to the next number. I like to read the letters in it. I want 
to be a member of the Booster Club. Yours lovingly, 
Millicent Pearsall. 


Clarence, Iowa. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I missed my magazine this month, and | 
know I have neglected to send in my subscription, so here it is. | 
hope you will send the January number, too, if not too much trou- 
ble. We have had severe snowstorms here, and no school for sev- 
eral days to save fuel. But it is all right now. I go to high school. 
The roads are so drifted in some places, and so bare in others, that 
it makes sleighing hard. My horse is so gentle that he does not get 
scared at anything. I love to watch him, for he looks at every object 
carefully. I surely have fine times driving to and from school with 
him. I have not seen “Faunie” this winter, but her tracks are in the 
snow to the corn crib, also the hulls of corn around her tree. I will 
close, knowing that God's love rules the world, and gives warmth and 
abundance to all his children. With love to all the Wees. 
Harold Ruther. 
P. S.—I send in another subscription besides my own. It is for 
Pearly Bender, Lime Springs, Iowa. 


Wee Wisdom thanks you, Harold. 
St. Louis, Mo. 

Dear Fellow Boosters—You have not heard from your St. 
Louis Boosters for some time, but we are busy, just the same. We 
gave a bazaar in partnership with the Ladies’ Auxiliary of the 
church. We do not know how much the ladies earned, but we had 
over fifty dollars. We are now working on stories and poems which 
we wish to see published in Wee Wisdom some time. A few of the 
members of our club are honorary members of the church. To be 
an honorary member of the First Church of Divine Science in St. 
Louis, means that the person has attended Sunday school every 
Sunday throughout the year. The pins given as prizes to honorary 
members are round and of solid gold. They have three initials on 
them, “S. P. C.,” meaning “Society of Practical Christianity.” 
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The roundness of them means “Eternal love.” Around the edge of 
these pins are rays of white enamel, meaning “Everlasting rays of 
light.” Can you now see why every one of our Boosters is going 
to try to earn a pin like this? Clara Behle will send a story which 
was written by a member of this club. With love to all the Boosters, 

TrutH Seekers’ Booster Cius, Rose Schleich, Sec. 

Greenville, Delaware. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—We are two sisters, | am ten and sister is 
five. Her name is Alexia, and mine is Carita. Sister takes you, and 
we both like you very much. We would love to belong to the Booster 
Club, and are sending forty-five cents for three pins, as a little friend 
of ours would like to be a Booster, too. Her name is Esther. I have 
four ponies and horses of my own, a cow and a calf. The two ponies 
are brown and white, and are named Lynette and Dallas. The big 
horse is brown. His name is Noble. The pony is a lovely fellow. 
He is yellow, with a cream colored mane and tail, and his name is 
Ginger, because he is yellow. We have some work horses, too. 1 
have a cow. Her name is Creampuff, for she gives a lot of cream and 
is yellow. Sister’s cow is red and white, and has a white mark on 
her forehead, like a heart, so we call her Whiteheart. She has a calf 
that is black and white. We call it Lightning. Mother has a red 
and white cow, too. Her name is Redhead. We have four dogs, 
eight cats, two canaries, five goldfish, and twenty chickens, and eight 
horses, counting mine. Don't you think we have quite a menagerie? | 

must stop now. With: love, Carita and Alexia Ortiz. 


Tue Littte GRaHAMS 

Asotin, Wash. 
Dear Mr. Royal—I guess you know I am feeling good, as I am a 
Booster. Boosters haven't time to feel badly. It is colder today than 
usual, but I am going home to see mamma, daddy, little brother and 
the little lambs. Grandpa Graham is there now, helping through 
lambing season. He and Dean herd the little lambs. Carl is so little 
he has to stay in the house with mamma, but he likes to go out when 
it is nice and “wide stick horses.” I like both winter and spring. I 
like to coast and snowball and also to gather flowers. Your loving 

friend, Merle Graham, per Auntie. 


Dear Mr. Royal—Tomorrow is my birthday. I will be four years 
young. I want to go home today and spend my birthday with daddy. 
It's so cold Merle and I don’t know whether we can go or not, for it 
is three miles, and we will have to walk all the way. Last Saturday 
we went to see Grandma Bond. As we came back we saw a coyote. 
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He was real pretty with his winter coat on. One of my uncles is 
going to move right by us. I expect to have some great times with 
Cousin Marvin. He is three months younger than I am. | like the 
springtime, and love to see the flowers grow. I also love to coast and 
snowball, and make snow men. I like to “wide” horseback, too. We 
have a nice, gentle horse. I can “wide” by myself. I am your 
loving little friend and Booster. Clinton Graham, per mamma. 
Dear Mr. Royal—I enjoyed your letter very much in the last 
Wee Wisdom. I like coasting fine. There are not many good places 
here to coast, though. The hills are too high and steep, or it is too 
level. I like to gather flowers, but I think it is nicer just to look, at 
them and leave them to grow. Don't you? There are lots of butter- 
cups here this winter. They began blooming about Christmas. We 
had a lovely winter, and there are so many little birds. We haven't 
fed them like we did last winter, and they are not so tame. Last 
winter they would come right on the porch to eat. We had a nice 
Christmas tree and program at the schoolhouse Christmas, and I got 
a tool chest. I am your loving friend, 
Sylvester Graham, per mamma. 
Monroe, Wash. 
Dear Royal—I would like to write stories for the Wee Wisdom 
every month, but I know there are so many sent in, that I will write 
just once in a while. I was looking among my letters and things and 
found a story I had promised to send. I thought I had already mailed 
it. I want you to correct all the mistakes there are in it. I wrote a 
story at school that took the prize. I like to write stories real well. 
From your loving Booster, Lena Ballard. 
Savannah, Ga. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—My name is Mabel Culpepper. I am 
twelve years of age. I am in the sixth grade. I have read only one 
of your books, but I like it fine. Mamma got it for a sample. She 
may get them for a year, so that I may read them. There are no 
Wees, Boosters or Good Words Club here. I would thank you very 
much if you would write to me and tell me all about the clubs, how 
to join, how much it costs, how to get pins and how much they cost. 
Please ask some of the Wees to write‘to me. I suppose I must write 
you a story. You can put it in one of your books, if you want to. 
Here it is: 


TWO LITTLE HELPERS 


Once there lived two little girls. One’s name was Helen. The 
other’s name was Ada. It was nearing Christmas time. One afternoon 
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they were sitting on the steps, talking. “Ada,” said Helen, “do you 
think Santa will come to see the poor little children?” “Not unless 
some little sunshine takes him to them,” said Ada. “Could we be the 
sunshine?” said Helen. ‘Why, yes,” said Ada, “we could give them 
some of our things and that would bring sunshine to their hearts.” 
“Let us do that,” said Helen. And so they did. They were little 
helpers to everyone they knew. Even after Christmas they carried 
sunshine to the hearts of many people. 
Please write to me. Lovingly, 


Mabel Culpepper. 114 Liberty St. W. 


Fairland, Texas. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—l\ have been taking you for over a year, 
and I can't do without you. I am sending you fifty cents in stamps 
to pay your traveling expenses. I have six pets and | love them all. 
I have two little kids, and love to play with them. When they play 
until they are tired, they go and lie down. Their names are Calvin 
and Alvin. They are pretty little creatures. Good wishes to you 

all. I'm the only little girl here that takes you. Velma Lucile Reed. 


Los Gatos, Cal. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I am writing my first letter to you. My 
mother is away just now and | am staying with some friends on 
a ranch. They have a horse, a cow, chickens, a cat, and cherry, 
apple, pear, peach, prune and apricot trees. I love to feed the 
chickens and get the eggs. Our school is going to have a baseball 
ground. Lots of the fathers came down yesterday to start it. They 
helped clean the yard up and are working today, I think. We are 
going to have lots of flowers and it will look nice for a country school. 
We have nineteen pupils and eight grades. The name of our school 
is, “The Lakeside School.” I wish I had a picture to send you. 
Valentine day I received twenty-six valentines. We all had a nice 
time. I hope all the Wees are having good times. I send them all 

my love. Your true Wee, Harriet Louise Eells. 


Alamo, Cal. 
Dear Mr. Royal—l am sending you stamps for a Booster Pin. 
I would like to join your Club. I have two brothers in Honolulu, 
teaching in a missionary school, and a brother in the aviation section in 
Texas, and an adopted brother in Belgium. My little brother and I 
live on the ranch with our parents. I have no sisters. I was fifteen 
years old on February Ist. Wee Wisdom has been visiting our home 
ever since | was a baby. I like it very much. Lovingly, 
Agnes Stone. 
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Bessie Youngs of Pulaski, New York, and Everett 
Chapman, Los Angeles, Cal., have sent for pins and desire 
to become Boosters. 

Hoboken, N. J. 

Dear Wees—lI received my Wee Wisdoms all O. K., and am 
subscribing for another year. Please find fifty cents in stamps. I 
have read it and like its stories very much. I will send in one. 
Here it is: 

THE TRUTH 

One day a little boy asked his mother who Santa Claus is. 
She said: “He is a good, beautiful man who brings pretty things at 
Christmas time.” The little boy was very happy and went to play. 
He met a little boy whom he knew and said: 

“My mother told me who Santa Claus is,” and he related to his 
little playfellow all that his mother had told him. 

“Oh, I understand now,” said his little playfellow, “Santa Claus 
is Divine Love.” ‘ 

Then they both felt very happy because tthey knew all about 
Santa. - Edna Podesta. 

P. S.—Please send me a prayer for my uncle who is a soldier. 

Speak these words, Edna, knowing that you are heard 
and answered: 

“You are enfolded in God’s protecting Love, and 
there is nothing to fear. No evil can come near you. The 
hand of the Lord guides you, and you are brought safely 
through.” 

Schenectady, N. Y. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—Y ou have visited me one year. I think you 
are very helpful, and enjoy you very much. A month seems too long 
to wait. I think sometimes you're not coming at all. I am eleven 
years old and in the B 7th grade at school. My mother gave me 
a Booster pin for Christmas. I enjoy the pin very near as well as 
anything I got. I wear it every place, for it is easy to forget to do 
what it says, but I think if I try hard enough I will be a good Booster. 
Don’t you? From a Booster, Marjorie Swart. 

We think you will, Marjorie. Perseverance always 

wins. 


“Talk happiness, not now and then, 
But every blessed day. 
Let your life reflect at least 
The half of what you say.” 
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SADIE’S SURPRISES 


M. Jennie THuRSBY 


<= THAT is the trouble with my little girl, coming 
home from school looking so worried and sad, 
not even a kiss for mamma?” “Well, mamma, 
I s’pose I must tell you all about it; maybe I 
I will feel better if I do; but oh, my heart is 
*most ‘brokened.’ Teacher wants me to bring 
some flowers for ‘Decoration Day.’ I know, 
mamma dear, you cannot buy me any, and that 
makes you sorry, too; but my little Wee Wee Vine; I will 
have to take that, and I do love it so.”” And running to the 
window, Sadie took it up in her little hands and kissed it 
over and over again. Placing it back on the windowsill, and 
kneeling down by it, she was very still for a few minutes, 
then looking up, with a bright smile, said, “Mamma, I have 
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asked Jesus to make it all right; and he will, I know, so I 
am going to take Wee Wee to my teacher tomorrow, and 
if you will put some pretty pink paper on it, it will be sweet 
and maybe she will really like to have it.”” 

The next day Sadie came from school, her face radi- 
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ant with joy, exclaiming, ““Oh, mamma! when I gave my 

little vine to teacher she smiled to me right away, and said, 

“How kind of you Sadie, to bring this little vine; we will 

put it right up in the window where the bright sunlight comes. 

I will show you how to take care of it, and some day it may 

grow up way over the window,’ just as you said, mamma. 

But, mamma, after school, some of the girls called me 

‘Little Vi-nie;’ but my friend, Carrie, you remember how 

kind she is to me? Well she hugged me and kissed me, too, 

and said, ‘Don’t you mind, Sadie, your little vine may grow 
bigger’n theirs some day.’ I think, mamma, I do love her 
almost as much as my Wee Wee.” 

On the closing day of school for the Christmas holi- 
days, Sadie came running from school, rushed up the stairs 
and standing in the doorway held high above her head a 
lovely bunch of bright pink flowers, exclaiming, ‘Mamma 
dear, look, look; where do you s’pose these flowers came 
from >” 

“My darling, I can guess. They are from your 
precious little Wee Wee Vine!” ; 

“Yes, mamma, | couldn’t hardly wait to tell you how 
it grew and grew, and when the little buds came, how 
teacher talked to us all about it. Oh, mamma! I was so 
happy, ‘cause Jesus did make it all right. But teacher said 
to me, ‘I am so glad for you, Sadie, your little vine has paid 
you for your sacrifice.” Wonder how she knew I was so 
brokened hearted to give it to her. Now, I am glad I did, 
*cause I am making you happy, too.” 

a , Yes, my pet, and you didn’t know this is my birth- 
ay. 
“Oh, mamma! what a ‘s’prise,’”” clapping her hands 

and dancing around the room. “Oh, I’m so glad my Wee 

Wee had flowers for my mamma’s birthday. Only think, 

my precious little vine grew ’most up to ‘Hebben,” and grew 

flowers for baby Jesus, mamma and Santa Claus. Now 

a good hug and kiss for your birthday, mamma, dear.” 


The little thoughts I think, 
The little words I say, 
Are the little seeds I scatter 

Day by day. 
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AN ABSENT-MINDED MAN 
(Don’t you think he was a Booster?) 


I will tell you while I can 
Of an absent-minded man, 
And an absent-minded man was he. 
Who forgot an unkind word 
Just as soon as it was heard, 
Such an absent-minded man was he. 


In political debate 
Now, I can most truly state, 
Such an absent-minded man was he, 
‘His opponent on the street 
With a hand-shake he would greet, 


Such an absent-minded man was he. 


Once he left a goodly store 
At a poor old widow’s door, 

Such an absent-minded man was he, 
And, although "twas all the same, 
Quite forgot to leave his name, 

Such an absent-minded man was he— 
You see— 

Such an absent-minded man was he. 


—St. Nicholas. 


“This world is like a looking-glass, 

And if you wish to be 

On pleasant terms with all who pass, 
Smile on them pleasantly. 

Be helpful, generous and true, 
And very soon you'll find 

Each face reflecting back to you 
An image bright and kind.” 
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What a Joy-ride is here! 
This bold rider and steed 
Have come with great speed 
From far, far away 

Where our night is their day, 
Our winter their spring, 

And that kind of thing. 

*Tis Colia and Joy 

Who from South Africa. send 
Their glad Easter greeting _ 
To each Booster friend. 


“A larger kindness give to me, 
A deeper love and sympathy. 
Then oh, one day 
May someone say— 
Remembering a lessened pain— 
“Would she could pass this way again.’ ”” 
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SIR SMILE-UPS ON THE FOOD QUESTION 


WINKs 


I’ve been smiling, I’ve been smiling at the saving of the food, 
For to your little Smile-Ups it seems extremely good. 

You eat your bread of corn meal on Wednesday, it is said, 
And Tuesday, if you glance at meat, you'd have to go to 


And Thursday all the creams and ice are whisked away ’tis 
true, 

And you must order puddings, or something that is new. 

But Friday must be feast day, and Saturday, as well, 

And Monday, also Sunday—what’s eaten we don’t tell. 

And then we all must scrape our plates, and leave them 
smooth and clean 

(Sir Manners in the cupboard must now be very lean). 

We wipe the sink quite carefully and give our dog the scraps, 

We concentrate from early morn on what we eat, perhaps. 

But we know something better still—we’d like to tell it, 


too— 
*Tis, save our thoughts from lack or need—that’s what we 
ought to do— 
Tis - our States can never want—the manna floateth 
own 


*Twill spread ‘afar from pole to pole, and fill our little town. 

So let us meditate on wealth, prosperity and 

wide world shall have exactly what it 
sno 

But while the people’s eyes are blind, "tis good to have a rule, 

So I am smiling daily while I gladly go to school, 

So Hoover, Mr. Hoover, we follow your wise plan, 


*Tis best for child, or beast or bird—and also good for man. 


““When God made the lovely things— 
The fairest and completest, 
He made them little, don’t you know, 
For little things are sweetest. 


“Little flowers, little birds, 
Little diamonds, little pearls; 
But the dearest things on earth 
Are little boys and girls.” —Exchange. 
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BLANCHE’S BIBLE LESSONS 


Lesson 10, Marcu 10 
JESUS RESTORING LIFE AND HEALTH— 
Mark 5:21-23, 35-43. 

GoLpeN TeExt—Himself took our infirmities and bare our sick- 
nesses.—Matt. 8:17. 

Once, when Jesus was traveling about healing and teaching people, 
he came near a town where there lived a man named Jairus. This 
man was ruler of a synagogue, and he had a little daughter twelve 
years old. Now this little girl was sick, and seemed at the point of 
death. Jairus heard of the Nazarene, who was doing such wonderful 
healing close by and he went in haste to find him. When he found 
Jesus, he made his way through the crowd about him and fell at his 
feet, beseeching him to come and lay his hands on his little daughter 
. that she might be healed. 

As he was speaking, people came from his house saying, “Thy 
daughter is dead. Why troublest thou the Master any further.” When 
Jesus heard this he turned to the father, saying, “Fear not, only be- 
lieve.” Then with three of his disciples he went forward to the house 
of Jairus. When they came there all those in the house were weeping. 
To them Jesus said, “Why make ye this ado and weep? The damsel 
is not dead, but sleepeth.” They all laughed and jeered at him. 
Jesus put them all out, then going to where the maiden lay, took her 
by the hand and said, “Damsel, arise,” and the little maid arose and 
walked. 

When Jesus said to the daughter of Jairus, “Damsel, arise,” 
what did he mean? If she were really dead, how did Jesus expect 
her to get up? 

He was talking to something which was very much alive. Some- 
thing, indeed, which he knew could never die. It was the real Christ 
Spirit in the maiden. Because of some inharmony, Jesus saw that the 
Christ, or J Am, was not expressing through this little girl as it ought. 
Our bodies are the temples of this Christ and we are made to express 
the Christ or God ideas. When we are doing this we are happy and 
well and prosperous. If we lack life, health, peace or plenty, then 
we may know it is because we are not letting the Christ within express 
freely through us. 

The daughter of Jairus had gone so far off the track that she 
wasn't expressing God's ideas at all. When Jesus said, “Arise,” he 
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was calling to the J Am within her to come forth and express freely 
in her mind and body. Because Jesus knew the power and reality of 
the Christ within, and believed that it would come forth, it came. It 
was not such a wonderful thing, after all. Jesus knew the truth and 
used it. We could do these things, too, if we had enough faith. It 
is only necessary that we have no fear, and that we believe. We have 
been taught that there is no death. When every one of us are so 
sure of it that we are never afraid or doubtful, even in the presence of 
seeming death, then the appearance will pass away, and God's life 
will express unhindered through all the world. 


Lesson 11, Marcu 17 
JESUS SENDING FORTH THE TWELVE—Mark 6:7-13, 30. 

Goipen Text—Freely ye have received, freely give.—Matt.10:8. 

Last month we had the story of Jesus choosing the twelve dis- 
ciples. He called them to be with him and learn the truth. In today’s 
story Jesus sends the twelve forth to teach and use what they have 
learned. Now each of these disciples means something in us. Peter 
is faith; John, love; Andrew, strength; James, judgment; Philip, 
power; and so on. When we get still and know that our love is not 
just a little narrow, personal love, that likes this person and dislikes 
that, but is one with God's love and goes out to the whole world—we 
have called one disciple, John. In this way we call Peter, Andrew 
and Philip, when we realize that our faith, strength and power all 
come from God. When we have called all our disciples, and told 
them the truth about themselves, it is time to set them to work. 

We should let our love glow so warm and bright, that every- 
body feels it. Our faith should be so firm that those who were doubt- 
ful would be led to believe. We should be so strong and powerful 
that all weak, fearful thoughts would fade away. This is sending the 
disciples forth. Jesus told his disciples not to take money or food, or 
extra clothing with them. When we send our love and faith and 
strength to do their work we don’t want them all loaded down with 
false ideas. Unless they are God's idea of love, life, strength’and etc., 
they cannot do perfect work. We should send our disciples forth to 
their work knowing that they are God's ideas expressing through us. 


Lesson 12, MarcH 24 
JESUS MINISTERING TO THE MULTITUDE— 
Mark 6:32-44. 
GoLDEN Text—The Son of Man came not to be ministered unto 
but to minister, and to give his life a ransom for many.—Matt. 20:28. 
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Today's story is best known as the story of the loaves and fishes. 
Jesus and his disciples had gone into the desert to rest. The people 
had found where he was going and hurried so that some of them got 
there before him. Jesus forgot his desire to rest and began teaching 
the multitude the truth. When the day was spent and it came time 
to eat, the disciples became worried because there was no food. They 
suggested that Jesus had better send them away that they might go into 
the villages and buy bread. Jesus asked them how many loaves they 
had. Andrew said there was a boy present who had five loaves and 
two fishes. “But,” said he “what are they among so many?” They 
proved to be more than enough after the Lord took them in his hands 
and multiplied them. They all ate their fill and there was enough left 
to fill twelve baskets. , 

Because people had been, and have been since, in the habit of 
using a longer method to produce things to eat, this feeding of the 
multitude was considered wonderful. The real wonder is that people 
have never had knowledge or faith enough to use Jesus’ method. 
There is just one substance. Everything in the world is made from 
it. You may say, “But there is grain and iron. Surely they are not 
the same.” They are both made from God's substance, but they are 
the expression of different ideas. 

Jesus understood that the longer method of making bread was not 
necessary when he knew the power of the spoken word. The best 
way to multiply our good is by praise. If there seems a lack of any- 
thing in our lives we should never declare that we are poor. We 
should praise what we have and it will grow and multiply. That is 
the law. Not only things to eat and wear, but health and joy and 
wisdom can be drawn from the One Source. If we follow the teach- 
ing of Jesus and listen to the inner voice, we will never lack for any- 
thing; we will realize our oneness with the source of all good. 


Lesson 13, Marcu 31 
REVIEW—JESUS OUR EXAMPLE IN SERVICE. 

Gowtpen Text—Let this mind be in you which was also in Christ 
Jesus —Phil. 2:5. 

All the lessons of this quarter have to do with Jesus and his heal- 
ing and teaching. Also, every lesson is a word picture of something 
inside ourselves. In every lesson there is some thought which will make 
our lives broader and better, if we take hold of it and put it to use. 
Let each one select the lesson which seems to him to contain the most 
helpful thought and tell how it may be used in our lives. 
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Lesson 1, APRIL 7 
JESUS SETS MEN FREE.—Mark 7:24-35. 


Gotpen TeExt—I/f the son therefore shall make you free, ye shall 
be free indeed.—John 8:36. 

The Greek woman who asked Jesus to heal her daughter was 
supposed to be of an outcast race. When Jesus said that the children 
should be fed first and that their bread should not be given to the 
dogs, he meant that she, as an outcast, should not expect blessings which 
were promised to more favored races. But the woman replied that 
even dogs were allowed the crumbs that fell from the table. So Jesus 
healed her daughter. 

If faith be strong enough there is no shadow we cannot disperse. 
That is the lesson to be drawn from this story. No matter how bad 
our condition may seem, if we believe the truth and live it, things will 
straighten out, and nothing but good will come to us. 


John Kenneth Sublett 
(8 months old) 
I've not lived here so very long 
But I am always well and strong, 
And when I get as big as you, 
I’m going to be a Booster, too. 


| 
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| BLANCHE’S CORNER 


THE BLUE-GLASSES LADY 


“Forward March!” Seems like I 
can hear Mother Nature talking to all 
the little seeds and buds and urging them 
to work with all their might. ‘‘Forward 
March!” says Mother Nature, and if 
we had been wise enough to develop our 
inner ears (didn’t you know we had 
them >), I think we could hear the steady 
beat, beat of life through all the world. 
It would be like the tramp, tramp of 
many tiny feet, and would mean the coming of the grass 
and fruit blossoms, and the dogwood and everything that 
makes this world lovely and satisfying. 

Then, about this time, along comes Easter to remind 
us—by the way, that reminds me of a story. 

Once upon a springtime there was a lovely lady who 
was looking through blue glasses. Now looking through 
blue glasses is a dreary thing to do at any time, but to look 
through them in the spring, when there are plum blossoms 
and things—oh, dearie me! i 

This lovely lady had a notion that the sun didn’t shine 
brightly any more, nor the grass grow as green. She 
thought the sky was always cloudy and the world dull, and 
no wonder, with those blue spectacles. The lady did not 
see nor feel the life all around her, because she had fooled 
herself into believing that there was lack of life. A\ll of this 
in spite of the fact that she had the dearest, chubbiest, 
pinkest little blue-eyed girl anybody ever saw. The only 
thing that ever got through those glasses, without losing its 
light, was that tiny girl’s smile. Once in a while it would 
creep through and bring an answering smile into the lovely 
lady’s eyes for a moment. Now comes the part about the 
plum blossoms. It was Easter time and the trees were all 
abloom. There was so much of the music of life in the 
air that it kept the chubby little girl dancing to it all the time. 
One day she danced out into the orchard. The funny little 


man who owned the trees gave her a spray of plum blos- 
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soms, and told her that she was like them, only sweeter. 
She ran with the blossoms straight to the lovely lady, who 
was sitting with her hands folded in her lap, looking steadily 
through the blue glasses. “‘Mighty pitty, ain’t it, mammy!” 
she said, and do you know, as soon as the lady smelled the 
plum blossoms, the spectacles fell off. I don’t know what 
became of them, but I suspect a true thought fairy whisked 
them away to be made over into something bright and shiny. 
At any rate they never came back to the lovely lady any 
more. She saw the bright sunshine and the green things, 
and the blossoms, and she smiled as happy as could be. I 
think she cried a little, too, but they were just joy drops, to 
wash the dusty shadows away. 

I suppose you are wondering why the glasses fell off 
when she smelled the plum blossoms. It was like this: 

The sweetness and life in the blossoms and the sweet- 
ness and life of the little girl who was so like them, called 
very loudly indeed, to something alive and sweet inside the 
lovely lady. This something was the Christ Spirit, which 
lay sleeping in her, under all this heavy blueness. Like the 
germ in the seed, it heard the call and sprang to answer it, 
knocking those foolish blue spectacles clear out of sight. 
Then it looked out through the pretty eyes of the lovely 
lady, and she saw clearly and truly a world full of life, 
and love, and sunshine. She thrilled the life, love and sun- 
shine within her and let it shine through her to help light the 
world. That was her part. And it was Easter time. 

This is a real Easter story. The rabbits and eggs we 
have at Easter are only to remind us of the life which is 
waking up in all the world. But Easter means more than 
this. On Easter we remember that Jesus came forth from 
the tomb—but Easter means something more even than 
that. It means that in you and me and all of us there is this 
Christ Spirit. It is what we mean when we say, “J Am.” 
In most of us this inner Christ is sleeping and needs just the 
right thought or word to wake it up. 

The awakening and calling forth of this Christ germ 
is the real meaning of Easter. Like the flower from the 
seed, is the springing forth of this radiant Self, when the 
inner mind is quickened and loosed. ’Tis then God’s perfect 
idea finds its expression, and all the joy and sweetness of 
life come into blossom. And it is Easter. 
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EASTER 


Have you seen how the sun has kissed the bare earth? 
Have you seen how the seed felt his warmth? 

My dear, have you seen the green, tender sprout, 
Push back the cold sod, and leap out? 

There’s life everywhere, ‘tis here, ‘tis there— 

In the earth, in the air, is life everywhere! 
There’s love everywhere, soon the glow of your heart 
Will coax it to grow and unfold. 

For the black scowl of hate will change to a smile 
When love shines on it a little while, 

And it feels the warmth of your soul. 


Dear Reaper: When you find a blue blank pasted on this 
page, you will know that it is time for you to renew your subscription. 

I want to visit you every month, for [ have many good things in 
store for you, but of course I cannot come if you do not send my 


traveling expenses. Please let me hear from you just as soon as you 
receive the notice. 


Yours in Love and Truth, 
WEE WISDOM, Tenth and Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 
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